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of the piquante woman, was incapable of appreciat-
ing her daughter's smooth line and glossy delicacy.
The child had good eyes, she admitted that; and
there was something to be said for her winged eye-
brows, that always looked as though they had been
brushed over with oil; but why must she be as pale
as a saint and do her hair like the Madonna?

Both Anquetil and Viola looked up as the
duchess came round the corner, for she threw a
shadow between them and the sun. Lucy knew in-
stantly that she was in the way. This small circum-
stance increased her annoyance beyond all measure;
she might have forgiven another woman, say Sylvia
Roehampton, for engaging AnquetiPs attention so
easily and lightly in the summer-house with the
dragon-flies darting over the flowers in the sunk
garden, for then she could have entered into
rivalry with the other woman and they would both
have begun to spar with weapons whose use they
well understood; but Viola she could not forgive
for having crept into Anquetil's confidence, so to
speak, by the back door. It was because Viola was a
child, of course, that Anquetil had unbent to her,
he who had stood so on his guard from Saturday to
Monday. Innocence had succeeded where skill
had failed. But she pretended to be surprised to see
him there, and said, "Dear me, Mr. Anquetil!
Why, I thought you were still sleeping off the
effects of your bridge last night. What a lovely
morning, isn't it? I so enjoy a little quiet walk
before luncheon. I do hope, Viola, you haven't
been boring Mr* Anquetil. And what about your